260        To the Countess of Upper Ossory      [1775

everything but a Madame du Barri, who must wait for the
reign of the Comte d'Artois, till when there will be no
naughty doings in this country.

I am going to-night to the Italian comedy with Madame
de Mirepoix, to see a new piece, called La Edduction de Paris.
I have no idea what it is to be, but shall have time to tell
you before I finish my letter. My dear old woman has been
dangerously ill, which has confined me above ten days.
I carried her yesterday to the new Boulevard to take the
air for the first time, and with much difficulty have persuaded
her not to sup in the country to-night.

Poor Mr. Crawfurd is laid up with the gout, but will not
be so longy for in spite of all my wisdom he has sent for
a fashionable empiric, who has clapped a plaster to his foot
and removed the pain in one night. He consulted an old
Due de Brancas, who was a cripple, and assured him he
could already dance a minuet. As I do not want to dance
one, I shall not have recourse to the quack, though he
should not kill Crawfurd. In truth he is, and always will
be, so unhappy a being, that if I did not love him as much
as I do, I should scarce think it kind to dissuade him from
anything; but he has so much real worth, and so much
good sense, that I preach to him by the hour, though I
expect no fruit from my sermons. Madame du Deffand
says one can be but what one is born: a great affront to
me, who pretend to have improved myself exceedingly. She
obeys her thesis so well, that she still says and does every-
thing that comes into her head ; and though I have lectured
her black and blue about whispering to me in company, it
is but two nights ago that she whispered the Bishop of
Mirepoix, thinking it was I that sat next to her, about a lady
in company, who was sitting over against her, and saw the
mistake. You will not believe it perhaps, Madam, but here
I am thought a miracle of prudence and discretion. Yes,d in
